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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE Author of this Piece having 
more than once been favour'd by the 


Public; embolden'd by former Succeſſes, 
again preſumes to ſolicit their Indulgence. 
Tho' he engages two of the Elements in 
his Service, he flattets himſelf he ſhall not 5 
be thought out of his own, and has only 


to hope that Hire and Mater may not pro- 
duce a H. 4 


DRAMAT IS PERSONA, 
Launch, . BANNISTER, 
| Tremor... Mr. WiLsoN, | 
Frederick, - - - Mr. DUBELLAM 1. 
| Ambuſcade, "© Mr. E DWI N. 
. Sulphur, MI. GaR DN ER. 
San Benito, '- - Mr. BLISS ET T: 
Firebrand, = - 4 Mir. WALKER, 
Fripon, - - - Mr, WEw1TZER. 
Commode, = Mrs. WEBB, 
Nancy, » - - Miſs HaryEnR, 
Workmen, Soldiers, Sailors, &c. 


F INE AND V A E NIE 


1 


CH ® R US of Workmen. 


Caran. my lads, and work away, 
Joyous, jolly, briſk and gay, 
Freely toiling thro' the day, 

 Chear, my lads, and work away. 


LAUNCH. 
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| Chear, my lads, &c. Kc. 


CS] 
LAUNCH. 


Hark! the hammer's welcome ſound; 
Ev'ry ſtroke, 
Britiſh bak, 
M akes the Britiſh heart rebound, 


* 


NANCY. 


With what joy my thread I'd ſeize, 
Wach what joy my fingers wear, 
Could 1 thus with fo much eaſe 
Weave a net to hold my dear! 


Winds and waves now bear him far; 
Far from Nancy doom'd to rove; 


Where, amidſt the din of war, 
He perhaps forgets his love. 


| LAUNCH. 


: Hark, the hammer drin again! 


Ev'ry blow, 
Britain's foe, 
Hears re-echo'd o'er the main. 


CHORUS repeated. = 


A 1 R. 
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dure 'twou'd make a diſmal ſtory, 

: If when honor leads him ON, | | 
Love ſhou'd flight the cauſe of glory, 
Or diſdain its wounded fon. D 


If his country's right's depending, 
Hie ſhou'd ſome diſaſter prove, 
Pity with affection blending, 
Will but more increaſe my love. 
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LAUNCH. 


When we ſound and we thump it, 
The drum and the trumpet; | 
When Britain for vengeance and victory tries, 
Do you think that our youth, 
To indulge a colt's tooth, 
Will abandon their truth, 
And their country forſooth, 
To mine and his Majeſty's enemies? 


When our ſtateſmen and heroes, 
Like Cæſars and Neros, 
Has ve carried our arms and our fame to the ſkies, 
Then, my girl, if your mind 
Is for wedlock inclin'd. 
Lou may ſay ſomething kind, 
To all that you find, 
But © mine and | his Majeſty's enemies. 


SONG. 
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3 0 N44: 
FREDERICK. 


The hardy ſons of Britain's iſle, 
Undaunted yield their breath; 
And chear their country with a ſrile, 
In danger and in death. 


When peace with ſoften'd brow invites, 


And ev'ry hour's ſerene ; 
They ſeek fair virtue's calm delights, - 
And court the tranquil ſcene. 


* 


When h hoſtile troops invade their ſhores, 


They move in dread array, 
Reſentment all its fury pours, 
And terror marks their way. 


8 SONG. 
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TREMOR. 


If ever they venture to land on our coaſt, 5 
Myſelf I will march to attack em; 


And foon they ſhall learn to know who rules the 


roaſt; 
| Odzooks how well cut em and hack em! 


Lord bleſs me! they're coming, 
Good heaven preſerve us! 
This piping and drumming 
Has made me ſo nervous! 


Come, ſon, let's retire and fall into the rear 
Fan I long to be at em! you know I hate fear; 


Oh dear, 
I hate fear, 
Oh dear, &c. 


SONG. 
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= Tho' I wiſe x the ſcience of Arms, 


| Yet truſt mel think it AH evil; 

And fighting for me has ſuch charms, _ 
That I'd rather ſhake hands with the devil. 
TI aim the blow 
At friend and foe, 

But ſill ] look pleas'd all the while; 

I hit my mark, 

Secure im the dark; 
Retire and advance, 
Sing, caper and prance, 


And ſtab all the world with a ſmile. 
T ol. lol, de rol. 


„ ˖˙Ü SONG. 
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FREDERICK: 


To win my Nancy's early love 


(For ſoon my flame burſt forth) 
In honour's field I anxious ſtrove. 
To give it humble worth: 


The poor deſert ſhe deign'd to prize, 


Approy'd my well-meant toil, 


Chear'd my return with glining eyes, 


And paid me e with a ſmile, 


BALLAD. 
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B A L L A D. 
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NANCY. 


Por thee all the hardſhips of life I could bear, 


And brave the attacks of misfortune: and care; 


But care and misfortune my mind wou'd ſubdpe, 
If the friend of my heart muſt partake of them 


* 


Ul 


Had fate from its bounty propitiouſly lent 
Enough but to furniſh the cot of content; 
The dictates of love in that cot I'd purſue, * 


For the friend of my heart wou'd partake of it 
too. e Ss Es 


But Nancy, with nought but her truth to endear, 
With nothing to lend to diſtreſs but a tear; 
Can ne'er look for comfort with ruin in view, 


And the friend of her heart to partake of it too. 
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MEDLEY SONG. 
AMBUSCADE. 
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Caſt, my love, thine eyes around, 

See the conqu'ring hero comes ! 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; 
Ne high, blow low. 
No flower that blows 
ls like this roſe; 

f Hark forward, urea, 3 — 


If tis joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him caſe! 
Deareſt creature, 
Of all nature, 
Oh . pleaſing 'tis to pleaſe! 5 
For he s aye kiſſing, kiſſing me, 
i Carcleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


| By my ſighs you may diſ cover—the heavy hours— 


Here's my watch, and you may vi weit, 


Tol de rol, de ra ra, &c. 
Then come pretty maid, 
Nay, don't be afraid, 
414 we'll ſtrew the way over _ flow” * 
| Ribberi, bobberi, ler, bibberi bio. 
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SONG and CHORUS. 
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' LAUNCH, .&. 


”Tis honour impels us 
The foe to defy, 
And liberty tells us _ C 
Io conquer or die. 
The double. double, double beat,” 
Of the thundering drum, 
Cries hark! The foe's come, 7 
Charge, charge, for we ſcorn to retreat, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


. 


AGT It 
3 ON G. 
COMMOD * 


Wi ſong 25d ſtory idle 


De foe we always lull, 
And in a ſilken bridle 
We lead about Jean Bull! 


But if no more de ballad 
Can make de tale belief, 


Den hey for ſoup and ſallad, 
Adieu, adieu, roaſt beef. 


Since you and I togeder 
De die of fortune COg, 
We'llfly to ſunſhine weadef, 

And quit de Engliſh fog: 
For when no more de ballad 
Can make de tale belief, 
Den hey for ſoup and fallad; 
Adieu, adieu, roaſt beef. 


RONDEAU. 
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K O N D E A u. 
AB USC ADE, FRIPON and COMMODE. 
0 Jean Anglois, O Jean Anglois, how kind 


you've always been, 
To ſee us come with _ arms, 14 let us 
take you in! 


0 Jean Anglois, &e. 


We pelt ourſelves lor us we pleaſe, your 
” confidence betray, 
And when we can no longer paſs, we bes our- 
- ſelves away. 

— Jean Anglois, &c.. 


| AMBUSCADE.. 


We manage from your emptineſs, our ur pockets 5 
well to load. po 
T hen cram you with all ſorts of Kuß, and : 
ſwear it is the mode; 
Fou take our faſhions and our words, we only 
take your pence, 


And furniſh you with all you want, unleſs oY = 


common ſenſe. 
0 Jean Anglois, c. 


* r 


NANCY. 


Oh! how can a virgin reſiſt the ſoft flame, 
When nature nor reaſon condemn, 
Or why will our parents that tenderneſs blame; | 
Which once was ſo grateful to them? 4 
In youth's frolie hour 
True love has the power 
5 To fave us, if well underſtood; 
It frees from alarm, 
P rotects us from harm, 
And prompts us to all that is good; EE: 
For when the ſoft union of hearts is our own, 
With anxious endeavor —o 
To fix it for ever, 
. 75 virtue we haye, we with | rapture make : 
known. 


oN. 


LAUNCH. 


If buſineſs or pleaſure you want with my lord, 
The Swiſs or the Frenchman is ready ; 
Or would you with madam put in for a word, 

He too has a key for my lady. 

1s peace to be made? 
Monſieur muſt be paid 
Or gainſt you he'll ſurely denounce il; 
In love or in war 
He'll out- trick you far, 5 
And ſhine f in the cabinet council. 


TRIP ON. 


Guillot près de ſa Guillemette, 
Guillemette pres de Guillot, 5 
 Grelottoient tous deux — rete-a-tete, 
: Tranſi de froid, comme des ſots. 


Mais Famour qui ne'ſt pas i bete, 

Leeur dit vous etez bien nigaud; 
Pauvre Guillot et Guillenene - 
Que ne brulez vous un fagöt. 


vou DE- 
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VOUDEVILLE. 
FREDERICK. 


| Paſs the chearful bowl e EP 
Muirth is till with firmneſs 3 
Valour ſhall go forth to war, 

Drawn in hope's triumphant car. 


LAUNCH. 


All the danger England knows, 
| Springs from dark inſidious foes, 
Britain bravely will W | 
And beat her open enemy. 
wo Paſs, &c. Sc. | 


NANCY. 


Love ſhall round the victor's brows = 
Twine the wreath that fame beſtows, 
And with beauty's grateful dow'r, 
Bleſs the Hero's ſofter hour. 
Love ſhall round, &c, 


TREMOR, 


— 
a - nh... Ma a N 1 8 Is 


— = SG 


* 

i 

ti 

f 
1 
i * 
{ 

| 
| 

| 

. 

| 
1 ? 


And our troops ſuſtain d by you, [to the Audience. 


Tt 42) 


TREMOR. 


| Light up ſmiles in every town, * 


Let old care be melted down, 
Burn with ardour, and command 
All the fat that's in the land. 

Paſs che chearful, & c. 


Las T CHORUS. 


Paſs the chearful bowl around, 


Mirth is ſtill with firmneſs found, 


Hope to be triumphant too, 


4 > 4 


THE END. 
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